THE     CRAB    TREE

HERE is the crab tree,

Firm and erect,

In spite of the thin soil,

In spite of neglect.

The twisted root grapples

For sap with the rock.

And draws the hard juice

To the succulent top:

Here are wild apples,

Here's a tart crop!

No outlandish grafting
That ever grew soft
In a sweet air of Persia,
Or safe Roman croft;
Unsheltered by steading,
Rock-rooted and grown,
A great tree of Erin,
It stands up alone,
A forest tree spreading
Where forests are gone.

Of all who pass by it

How few in it see

A westering remnant

Of days when Lough Neagh

Flowed up the long dingles

Its blossom had lit,